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Renee  reached  for  the  coffee  jug.  “Coffee,  Fred?” 

“Absolutely,”  Fred  looked  across  at  Byron. 

“I  didn’t  know  you  were  that  interested  in  Dunn.” 

Byron  got  the  message.  Something  about  Y,  and  he  doesn’t  think  she  ought  to  know.  Might  as 
well  open  up.  “You  can  talk  in  front  of  Renee.  I’ve  decided  to  pull  her  into  the  plan.  We  need 
more  people  we  can  trust,  and  she’s  certainly  one.” 

Fred  relaxed  visibly,  even  smiled  slightly.  “Good!  I  certainly  approve.” 

Byron  leaned  back.  “As  you  know,  Renee,  Dunn  was  president  of  Kentucky  Coal.  He  was 
flying  his  own  plane  when  the  engine  exploded  and  he  crashed  about  sixty  miles  north  of  here. 
He  was  pronounced  dead  on  arrival  when  the  med-evac  helicopter  brought  him  in.” 

Fred  went  on.  “Do  you  know  how  long  a  small  portion  of  the  Y  strata  has  been  exposed  to  air 
in  both  Norton  mines?” 

Byron  looked  at  Renee. 

Fred  went  on.  “No,  of  course  you  don’t.  Over  sixty  years,  the  records  show.  And  do  you  know 
the  one  person  who  visited  the  Norton  mines  at  least  once  a  week  ever  since  his  father  started 
taking  him  at  eight  years  old?  Spent  at  least  two  hours  in  each  mine  every  time?  Therefore,  he 
was  exposed  to  Y  radiation  over  ten  times  as  much  as  any  miner?  Far  more  than  any  other 
human?  Gregory  Dunn,  obviously.” 

Byron  nodded.  “Go  on.” 

Fred  continued.  “Remember  when  I  told  you  this  little  tidbit,  Byron?  You  ordered  me  to  get  a 
good  profile  worked  up  on  Dunn.  After  his  father  died,  he  took  over  the  ritual  of  the  boss 
visiting  the  mines.  It’s  all  a  matter  of  record.  Just  before  his  plane  crashed,  we  were  trying  to 
find  an  inconspicuous  way  to  interview  him  on  the  effect  of  Y  without  tipping  him  off.” 


Byron  nodded.  “That  was  too  bad. 


“Well,  according  to  the  medical  people  who  brought  him  in,  they  didn’t  understand  how  he 
could  have  survived  the  crash,  it  was  that  bad.  He  never  regained  consciousness,  but  his  body 
was  certainly  alive  all  these  months.  Let  me  tell  you  what  we  did  when  we  found  out  Dunn’s 
exposure  to  Y.  We  posed  as  insurance  adjustors  and  got  a  daily  report  on  his  condition  after 
his  plane  crashed.  He  had  some  twenty-eight  bone  fractures  in  his  body,  torn  ligaments, 
ruptured  veins  and  arteries,  mangled  nerve  ganglia,  and  so  on.  They  wrote  him  off  as  D.O.A., 
but  still  went  to  work.” 

Byron  listened,  fascinated,  and  Renee  turned  away  with  a  shudder. 

Fred  went  on.  “Listen  to  this.  From  day  one,  his  system  began  to  heal  itself.  All  bleeding 
stopped,  external  and  internal.  In  some  places,  new  veins  and  arteries  grew  overnight.  One  by 
one,  each  shattered  bone  straightened  itself  and  began  to  mend.  No  one  noticed  what  was 
happening  because  they  took  no  X-rays  after  the  day  he  was  admitted,  not  until  we  requested 
it.  You  should  have  seen  the  looks  on  their  medical  faces  when  they  compared  the  new 
pictures  with  the  originals!” 

Byron  listened,  mouth  open.  Got  to  think  about  this  one.  Keep  calm,  calm  and  cool... 

Fred  chuckled.  “Of  course,  they  didn’t  tell  anyone  as  to  what  was  taking  place,  because  they 
thought  no  one  would  believe  them,  and  they  were  probably  right.  And  you  know  me,  Mr.  uh, 
Byron.  I  haven’t  talked  like  this  in  years!  It  feels  great!” 

Renee  looked  at  Fred  warmly.  “What  an  amazing  story.” 

He  smiled.  “It’s  just  one  of  thousands  we  have.  Complete  with  hard-core  documentation.  That’s 
the  way  Byron  here  likes  it.” 

She  laughed  and  looked  at  Byron.  “I  can  certainly  believe  that!” 

Byron  laughed  with  her.  Got  to  keep  Fred  going.  He’s  right.  Nobody  would  believe  it  even  with 
all  such  documentation.  Plan  Y,  ask  him  Renee.  Ask  him  about  it.  I  need  to  know! 

Fred  took  some  more  coffee.  “Well,  about  five  years  ago,  Mr.  uh,  Byron  came  into  my  office  at 
Standard  Industries  with  a  proposition  I  couldn’t  refuse.  I  was  head  of  research  there,  and  I 
knew  who  he  was,  so  I  was  sure  it  wasn’t  some  joke.” 

He  sipped  his  coffee.  “The  prospect  was  to  test  this  barrel  full  of  a  chemical  for  its  effect  on 
humans — any  effect — mental  or  physical.  He  said  cost  was  no  problem,  just  get  the  job  done. 
And  he  really  meant  it.  You  would  be  astounded  the  number  of  millions  that  have  been 
dumped  into  it.” 


Where  did  he  get  it?  The  barrel  full  of  chemicals?”  Renee  asked. 


‘Ask  Byron  here.  He  never  would  tell  me. 


Byron  answered  quickly.  “It’s  not  important  now.  Go  on  with  the  rest  of  it.” 

“Well,  first  I  moved  to  the  San  Francisco  area,  set  up  a  lab,  and  analyzed  what  the  chemical 
was.  We  got  a  compound  so  long  in  identification  that  we  agreed  to  simply  call  it  Y,  right 
Byron?” 

Byron  smiled.  “I,  uh,  I  still  can’t  pronounce  half  the  names  that  he  gave  me.  Go  on.  Tell  her 
about  the  rest  of  it.” 

Byron  looked  at  Renee  with  a  slight  flick  of  an  eyelid.  This  is  for  me  more  than  you. 

“We  tested  it  on  various  animals  first.  Hundreds  of  times  in  foods,  I.V.,  in  various  quantities. 
Cats  and  dogs  principally,  several  chimps.  No  change.  Nothing.  We  had  top  equipment,  and 
there  was  nothing  even  down  to  the  cellular  level.  In  behavior,  the  same.” 

Byron  watched  Renee’s  face.  Did  she  think  the  whole  thing  some  kind  of  huge  scam? 

Fred  went  on.  “It  was  an  entirely  different  story  with  human  research.  I  saw  immediately  that 
we  would  have  to  continually  hire  new  teams  if  we  really  wanted  to  keep  it  quiet  as  Byron  here 
had  ordered;  also,  a  constant  stream  of  new  subjects,  each  not  knowing  what  to  expect,  most 
not  even  knowing  the  experiment  was  taking  place.  It  was  too  exciting  to  expect 
confidentiality.” 

“How  did  you  possibly  get  it  done?”  Renee  asked. 

Fred  grinned.  “My  work  with  military  intelligence  finally  paid  off.  All  it  took  was  cash.  We 
inserted  Y  in  certain  foods  in  schools  and  restaurants,  for  example.  Or  via  an  air  conditioning 
system  in  a  closed  environment.  Then  I  hired  entirely  different  teams  to  conduct  interviews  with 
those  who  might  have  been  affected.  Most  important,  such  teams  only  asked  questions.  They 
had  no  idea  what  they  might  be  looking  for.” 

Byron  stared  out  the  window.  What  had  been  planned  here?  Renee  was  tense.  “What  did  you 
find?” 

“Byron  asked  for  it  in  short  form:  overnight  remission  in  body  illnesses  from  colds  to  cancer; 
physical  injury  healing  in  two  days  usually;  much  greater  physical  and  mental  energy; 
increased  acquisition  and  storage  of  information,  and  changes  in  value  systems  beyond 
conventional  means  of  measurement.  And  the  miners.  Twice  the  turnover  rate  of  any  mines  in 
the  entire  area.  And  do  you  know  why?  They  all  felt  they  were  too  smart  to  just  shovel  coal. 

And  they  were!  They  went  to  higher  paying  jobs,  back  to  school  for  college  degrees,  some 


even  started  their  own  companies.  One  became  a  senator  in  Congress.  Finally,  each  moved 
out  of  the  area  and  nobody  knows  where.” 


Byron  stared  at  his  cup.  It  was  all  too  clear.  A  simple  discovery  to  cover  all  human  ills. 
Goodbye  doctors,  goodbye  pharmaceuticals,  goodbye  school  systems,  goodbye... 
governments?  Enough  of  this  Y  stuff  in  the  Norton  mines  to  change  the  world! 

Fred  looked  at  his  watch,  and  stood  up.  “Sorry,  friends,  I  got  to  go.  Have  to  take  a  team  out  to 
get  more  samples  of  Y.” 

“Don’t  you  want  breakfast?”  Renee  asked. 

“Had  mine  an  hour  ago.  I’m  a  real  early  riser.  Maybe  the  Y  is  getting  to  me,  too.” 

Byron  had  to  say  something.  “You  seem  like  your  usual  high-energy  self.” 

Fred  half-bowed.  “Thanks.  See  you  tonight.” 

As  Fred  strode  away,  Renee  turned  to  Byron.  “He  really  did  all  that  research?” 

Byron  took  a  deep  breath  and  relaxed.  “That’s  just  a  part  of  it.  I  think  I  should  eat  something. 
My  stomach  is  flapping.” 
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